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an hour before, The prisoner when he
came on his visit of inspection did not
even look at her, but fixed his eyes on a
grey Arab, for which I had given a long
price some months previously, and after
pretending to eye him critically all over,
confidently declared that he was one of
the captured horses. Such a transparent
mistake effectually discredited his evi-
dence ; and he was turned out of our
lines with ignominy. Many a hard day's
work did that roan mare do afterwards;
and I daresay she served the State as
well when carrying an officer of Irregu-
lar Cavalry as she would have done if
she had joined the new levy.
That mare was the only " lootw that
I allowed myself to take during the Mu-
tiny campaign; and as she was literally
the " captive of my bow and spear/' in
so far as these weapons were represented
by a Wilkinson blade, I cannot feel that
I was very much to blame for keeping
her. On at least one occasion, however, I
was sorely tempted. We had taken pos-
session of a deserted town; and our men